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TheTragedie of 
Shew minutes* times, and houres : but my time, 

Runnes polling on in Bullmgbrookes proud toy*; 
While I ftand fooling hcere hi* iackc oftheclocke 
This muficke maddes me, let it found no more, 

For though it haucholphnad men to their wilts, . 

In me it feemes it wil make wife men mad : 

Yet blelTing on his hart thatgiucs it me , 

For tis a ligne of louc : and loue to Richard, 

Isa ftrange brooch in this al-hating world, 

Groome. Haile royal Prince. 

R icb. Thankes noble peare: 
nter a The cheape ft of vs is ten grotes too deare. 

■oem of the What art thou, and how eomeft thou hither, 
ihte Where no mao neuer comes but that fad dog, 

That brings me foode to make miffortuneliuc? 

Groome. I was a poore groome of thy ftablc Kino-, 
When thou wert King.- who trauailling towards Yorke, 
W ith much adoe (at length) haue gotten Icauc, tj" 
To lookc vpon my fometimes roial mafters face: 

Oh how jt ernd ray heart when I beheld. 

In London ftrectes that Coronation day, 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often baft beftride, . i r:ii7 
That horfe,. that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

R«^- Rode he on Barbarie, tel me gentle friend , 
Flow went he vndcr him? 

groom. So proudly as ifhe difdaind the ground, 

R*v. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backc: > 

That lade hath cate bread from my royal hand, . 

This hand hath made him proud with clipping him: 
Would he not durable, would he not fal downe, 

Since pride muft haue a fal;andbreakethencckc, 

Of thatproud man, that did vfurpe his backc? 
Forgiucnes horfe why do I raile on thee? , 

Since thou cieatcd to be awed by mao, 

Waft borne to bcare; I was not made a horfe. 

And yet I bcarc a hui then like an aftc, 

Spurrde, galld, and til de by iauncing Bullngbrootf. 
Keeper Fellowjgiuc place, here is no longer flay. 
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The murde- 
rers raft in , 

Here Exton 
fir ikes him 
down.. 


Kin £ Richard the fecond. 

Rich. Ifchoulouc me/istime thou wert away, ^7° 

Groome What my tong dares not.that my heart dial fay titchA. 
Keeper My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to? meat. 

Rich. Tadcofit fir ft.as thou art wont ro do. 

Keeper My Lord I dare nof,lir Piercie ofExton, 

,Vho lately came from the King commands the contrary. 

Rich. The diuei take Henry ol Lancalter,and tliec, Exit Cj 
Patience is dale, and I am weary ofit. 

Keeper Helpe,hclpe,helpe. 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rude aftault? 

Hiliaine thy owne hand yeclds thy deaths inftrument. 

Go thou and fill another roome in helv r ! : ’ 

Rich. That hand ihal t urne in ncucrqucnchiiig fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings bloud ftaind the kings owne land, 

Mount mount my {bu!e,thy featc is vp on hie, 

Whilftmy grofle flefh finkes downeward here ta die: 

£xton As ful ofvalure,3sof royal! bloud: 

Both haue I fpilld,Oh would the deede were good* • 

F 01 now the diueli that told me I did Well,) 

Siics that this deede is chronicled in hell: 
rhisdeadKingtotheliuingkingllebcare, - - 

Take hence the reft and giue them burial here. 

King Kind vnckle Yoike,thelntcft nevves we heare. 

Is, that the.rebels haue coafumed with fire 
Ourtownpof Ciceter in Glocefter/hire, 

But whether they be tane or llaine wc heare not; 

* Welcome my Lord.whatis the newes? 

North. Firft to thy facred ftate wifh I al happinelTc, 

The Bext newes is, I haue to London lent. 

The heades of Oxford,Salisbury,and Kent, 

The manner of their taking may appeare 
At large difeourfed in this paper here* 

King We thanks thee gentle Percie for thy paines. 

And to thy woorth wil adde right worthic gaines. 

Fit*. My Lord I haue from Oxford fent to London, 

1 he keades of Broccas,and fir Benet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous coiifortedtraitours, 

* “ at &ughtat Oxford thy dire ouer throw* 


Enter Hall, 
braoke with 
.■ tbedufyof 
Torke \ 

“Enter Nor- 
thumber - 
land. 


Enter Lord 
Fit<waters< 





